NO    MORE     PEACE

DAVID (hurrying up}. My Peace Song ! My
beautiful Peace Song!

LITTLE MAN. We must all adapt our businesses
to the new conditions. I have been making
ploughs. Now I shall make shells.

DAVID, What can I do ? I am a poet
writing a hymn to peace.

(LABAN goes to join GAIN.)

FAT MAN (to DAVID). What does it matter?
All you have to do is to write war instead of
peace wherever it occurs in the verse.

DAVID. That's true enough. But what about
the rhythm ?

FAT MAN.   Well, you can turn it into a march.

DAVID (brightening}. A march} but of course3
how stupid of me. I'll do it at once.

CAIN (earning forward to the microphone}. Ladies
and Gentlemen (cheers). In these difficult times
the leadership has fallen on to my shoulders.
We have served peace. But the enemy wants
war, and the enemy shall have it.

(Loud cheers.}
NOAH.   Who is the enemy?

(CAIN turns to LABAN.   LABAN shakes his head and
points to the telegram.}

CAIN (into the microphone}.   The enemy is the
hereditary enemy of our land.
DAVID.   My war song I
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